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or bias, even though one or two London news-
papers had at that time given me sufficient
provocation not to. So I came to the last debate of
the term, when it is customary for the President to
step down from the Chair and take his leave of the
Union, making whatever observations he may care
to make. It was usual that this little good-bye
should take place at an early hour of the night and
that the debate should close earlier than usual, so
as to leave a little time to enjoy the last glasses of
port in comfort without having to rush down the
Corn to reach the gates of our college before the
last stroke of midnight. Not many are present at
this last debate, nor is it usually taken seriously.
It has a friendly garden-party touch, a sinking of all
political and personal grievances, and in its place
camaraderie, bonhomie and even friendship. Only
those who hover round the Union find time to
attend this debate.
But I wanted a larger audience. I wanted to
hear my voice echo in a crowded house. I wanted
to shout my inner feelings till my voice broke
through the four walls and reached the outside
world. For weeks I thought hard of some plan to
lure them into the Union. Only a sensational
debate would compel their attendance. After
racking my brains for clays, I hit upon the idea of a
mock trial of Mr. Winston Churchill, for whom I
had an inexplicable but deep-rooted personal dislike,